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nation. I came forward, and placed myself near the altar
A,t that moment the organ burst forth, as if heaven were
opening; clouds of incense rose and wreathed around the
rich and vaulted roof; the priest advanced, and revealed a
God, which I fell down and worshipped. From that moment
I became a Catholic.

CHAPTER  XIII.

THERE was a mystery in the secret creed fall of delight.
Another link, too, seemed broken in the chain that bound
me to the country which each day I more detested. Adora-
tion also was ever a resource teeming with rapture, for a
creed is imagination. The Magdalen succeeded to Chris-
tiana and to Bgeria. Bach year my mistress seemed to
grow more spiritual, first reality, then fancy, now pure
spirit: a beautiful woman, a mystical nymph, a canonised
soul. How was this to end ? Perhaps I was ultimately
designed for angelic intercourse, perhaps I might mount
the skies with the presiding essence of a star.

My great occupations were devout meditation and solitary
prayer. I inflicted upon myself many penances. I scru-
pulously observed every fast. My creative power was
exercised in the production of celestial visitants; my thirst
for expression gratified in infinite invocation. Wherever
I moved I perceived the flashing of a white wing, the
streaming of radiant hair; however I might apparently be
employed, I was, in fact, pondering over the music of my
next supplication.

One mundane desire alone mingled with these celestial
aspirations, and in a degree sprang out of their indulgence.
Bach day I languished more for Italy. It was a strong
longing. Nothing but the liveliness of my faith could
have solaced and supported me under the want of its